CHAPTER IV

A COUNCIL OF DESPAIR

" D Y the eyes of God ' I will not leave
JD a rat alive within the walls of
Breuthe'" So the Duke of Alva had
cried when his storming party was beaten
down , and the men who hurled back the
best troops of Spain that day knew weU
what their fate would be if they failed
then, or if they should fail thereafter.

But Alva's words had come true already.
The tanneries had given up their hides,
the trees were stnpt of their leaves, the
very nettles that grew beneath the walls
were plucked, and all had become food for
the hollow-eyed, skin-cheeked men, who
clung still to the little shattered town.
Rats were a luxury of the past in Breuthe.
So I stood on the wall gazing at the charred
tents in Alva's camp, and back again at
the lean sentinels that paced by me, and I
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